


The hijlovy 
But*by degree fland in authentique place s 
T ake but degree away,vntune that firing. 

And haike what difeord followes,each thing melts 
In meerc oppugnancie:the bounded waters 
Should lift their bofomes higher then the (Lores 
And make a fop of ail this folid globe: 

Strength fhould be Lord of imbecilitie. 

And the rudefonne fhould (hike his father dead. 

Force fhould be right or rather right and wrong, 

(! Betrveene rvhofe endfeffe iarre Iuftice recides ) 

Should loofe their names, and fo fhould Iuftice to ? 

Then euery thing include it felfe in power, 

Power into will/will into appetite, 

.And appetite an vniuerfall Woolfe, 

fSo doubly feconded with will and power ) 

Muft make perforce an vniuerfall prey. 

And laft eate vp himfelfe. 

Great Agamemnon, 

This chaos when degree is fuffocate, 

Followcs the choaking, ( 

And this negle&ion of degree it is. 

That by a pace goes backward with a purpofe 
It hath to clime. The generalls difdaind. 

By him one ftep below, he by the next, ( 

That next by him beneath, fo euery ftep, 

Exampl'd by the firft pace that is fick 
Of his fuperior.grow cs to an enuious feaucr 
Of pale and bloudlefle emulation. 

And ’tis this fcauer that keepesTroy on fbote. 

Not her owne finne ws. To end a tale of I ength, 

Troy in our weakneffe ftands not in her ftrength. 

Neftor. Moft wifely hath Vlifles here difeouerd. 

The feuer whereof all our power is fick. 

Agamem, The nature of the ficknefie found, Vlijfes 
What is theremedie ? 

‘Ulijfes, The great Achilles whom opinion crowncs, 
The finnow and the fore-hand of our hofte, 

Hauing his care full of his ayrie fame. 
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of Troylta andCreJfetda. 

Growcs dainty of his wortb,and in his Tent 
Lifs mocking our defignes.* with him P atroclus 
Vpon a lazie bed theliue-long day, 

Breakes fcurrell lefts. 

And with ridiculous and fillie a£iion, 

Which (flandererjhe Imitation calls. 

He pageants vs. Some-time great Agamemnon^ 
Thy topleffe deputation he puts on. 

And like a drafting Player, whofe conceit 
Lyes in his ham-flring,and doth thinke it rich 
To heere the woodden dialogue and found, 

Twixt his ftretcht footing and the fcoaffollage. 
Such to be pitied and ore-refted leeming. 

He abb thy greatnefle in.* And when he fpeakes, 
Tis like a chime a mending, with termes vnfquare, 
Which from the tongue of roaring Tiphen dropt. 
Would feeme hipcrbolesat thisfuftieftuffe, 

The large Achilles on his preft bed lolling. 

From h;s deepe cheft laughes out alowd applaufe. 
Cries excellent ; ’tis Ag memuon right. 

Now play me Neftor, hem&nd ftroake thy beard. 

As he being dreft to fomeOration, 

That’s done, as neere as the extremeft ends 
Of para!ells,as like as Vulcan and his wife.* 

Yet god Achilles ft ill cries excellent, 

Tis Neftor right : now play him me Patrcchts, 
Arming to anfwer in a night alarme. 

And then forfooth the faint defers of age, 

Muft be the fcaene of myrth,to coffe and fpit, 

And with apalfie fumbling on his gorget. 

Shake in and out the riuet,and at this fport 
Sir valour dyes, cryes O enough Patroclus , 

Or giue me ribbs of fteele, 1 ftiall fplit all 
In pleafure of myfpleene,and in this fafhion, 

All our abilities guifts, natures fhapes, 

Seueralls and generalls of grace exadl, 
Atchiuements,plots,orders,preuentions, 
Excitegjems to the field, or fpeech for truce, 
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